MARSHAL   MET
the Emperor, which was sufficient ground for a court
martial, and forgetting that he could not arrive there by
daylight.
Then he turned to the younger Kellermann who, with
his two regiments of cuirassiers, the 8th and nth, had
encountered Picton's musketry in the cornfield. The
safety of France was at stake, he told him. They must
charge, into Wellington's squares, or Quatre Bras if
necessary; anyhow, make the effortl
Kellermann, who had nothing to learn in the matter
of bravery, but was clearer headed than Ney at the
moment, reminded him that the 5th and 6th Lancers,
who could have supported, had been sent to the rear.
'Never mind, charge with what you have/ shouted the
Marshal. "Crush them under your feet. I will send the
rest of the cavalry after you. Get on. Get on at once!5
There was nothing for it. Kellermann ranged his
squadrons and led them, at full trot, to the high ground
between Gemioncourt and Quatre Bras. Then, to
prevent the impression of great odds sinking home, he
dropped the preliminaries for a sudden: 'Charge at full
gallop. Forward march!'
Trumpets sounded, the riders in the first rank bent
low while those behind flourished their "weapons, and
down went the avalanche, speed increasing at every
step and the ground churned into dust-clouds by the
flying hoofs that sent up a shower of loosened clods;
Kellermann, leading like a gentleman, twenty paces
ahead of the front squadron, over the acres of trampled
corn into the three sides presented by as many English
regiments, met by a hail of bullets but breaking through
and mounting the ridge where the batteries were un-
limbered, cutting down the gunners., then on through a
hedge of Germans to the very cross-roads, where they
finally melted under a compact musketry and gunfire.
The lancers had been sent for too late and emerged
from the tall crops to find the squares drawn up and
ready. Time and again Ney's light cavalry broke itself
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